For that first marriage was our funeral;

One woman at one blow then kilPd us all,

And singly one by one they kill us now,

And we delightfully ourselves allow

To that consumption; and, profusely blind,

We kill ourselves to propagate our kind;

And yet we do not that; we are not men;

There is not now that mankind which was then,

When as the sun and man did seem to strive

(Joint-tenants of the world) who should survive:

When stag and raven, and the long-liv'd tree,

Compared with man, dy'd in minority;

When, if a slow-pac'd star had stoPn away

From the observer's marking, he might stay

Two or three hundred years to see 5t again,

And then make up his observation plain;

When as the age was long, the size was great,

Man's growth confess'd and recornpenc'd the meat;

So spacious and large, that every soul

Did a fair kingdom and large realm controul;

And when the very stature, thus erect,

Did that soul a good way t5wards heav'n direct:

Where is this mankind now ? who lives to age

Fit to be made Methusalem his page ?